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THE WORLD OUTSIDE

By HAROLD MacGRATH
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“1 Despise the Songs 1 Sing”’

} B repeated it half a dozen times
lethout comprebending much of
anything she sald, his ironie mood
senaing that the word would be a fitting
Y answer to whatever the girl bad to say,
all the while watching Nancy and the
man who was without any talent, Craig
‘. had reseated himeelf at the plano and

Nancy leaned against the side.

“You play wonderfully,'" she said.
oY didn't know, What wans that last?
Something by Grleg, but I've forget-

LLJ

« oThe Old Mother.” '’ Boftly Cralg
an to run through the composition.
!'gan't you see her, by the replace,
a thin fite under the kettle? lHer man
18 dead, and all her wons have gone. 8ho
{s alone. The old mother, forgot there
the rulns of her dreams, 'l‘h'e

" end ns all mothers., You love music?

" iYog, That is why I despise the

3 un:le; sing.”’ Bbe could tell Craig the

" ret, offhand, i this manuer; but

could not tell Mannhelm!

#Somehow I understood that, Now,
I wonder if I am going to offend you?
1 have made an appointment for you
with Horrentino at 2 o'clock tomorrow.
Will you go?"

The ancient suspicion flashed into
her mind—that favors had to be paid
for. But Sorrentino, the famed i

regario, n disinterested judge; to
Enow one way or the other!

““You are not offended?'' he re-

ted.

“‘No. 1 am rather stunned. He
seldom bothers with any but those who
have more or less arrived."

*‘He I8 an old friend of mine, and he
will give you half an hour, We met
frequently in Italy after I had com-
pleted my studies in Munich, e will
« tell you truthfully whether or not you

have a voice suited to grand opera. You
bave a well trained voice as it iy, and
you know very well how to use it, He
was quite plensed tonight, though ke
knew that your voice really lhas mo
chance with that style of musle.'’

“He was in the theatre tonlght?*'

“Yes; but he had to leave aflter the
first act. I am to telephone him in the
wrnlnr."

It Is very kind of you. I will be
there, But you mustn't do anything
more for me In thsl way. It em-
barrasses me, for 1 cannot muke any

5. | return.'’

Y “Is it because I wometimes drink?"

/ bo asked, uncxpectedly,
“Why e e e

“Supposing I gave you my word never
" to 'tin?i”:h the stuff aguin; would you be

"Of course T would=—ns any good
woman would be. You mre n distin-
gulshed mun: you possess n great gift."

“But what enn 1 do with it? 1 gm
A rich man. T am not selfish: only,
there are so few who would understand
the kind of music I play that I rarely

| do what T did tonlght. T thought per-
baps you might understand,'

“Tou told me you had no talemt," | it

Nancy was itively glad to mee
Bancroft n!andh?o'ut her shouder, for
" the conversation between her nnd Craig
Wwas nearing rather dungerous ground.
Cralg smiled. It the intecruption
apnoyed him, he did not show it, *I
meant that I had no public talent. You
on,io{ music¥’’
“Very much, Tt rouses nll that Is
t In mo; makes mo want to go forth
and commit some sublime folly, In the
little village 1 emme from there is an
old mald who plays the ehurch OTgan.
I used to blow for her, After rehearsaly
she would play for me—HBach, Heetho-
Yon, Mendelssohn. I used to go bome
ina d;um !Imht lasted for hours., DBut
8 poruething in your musi
ﬂ‘l never in her:f" ¢ .88
‘Thank you, Whnt s in my musle
that was not in hers?" C'raig felt his
nﬁulu’ stirred by this odd young chap
I am fgnorant, I don't know what
Itis, Itburts, and bers never did, You
wanted it to hurt.,'” Bancroft's tone
-.‘l' nlmost resentful,

And you told me that you had no

t,' returned Craig, 1
et 1 puroas furute, smiling again.

Ou are n poet. Onl t
“.budt;t{tlo l:.ha extent tlnft t hu.rluc.a'r"‘
n now one rhyme fro
ﬁi.thcr," Rancroft derluredf "
Both David and Solomon were
:::l;ath;ir I,tlmmlm- goen downm the
. nd where's the rl
lnyuythlng they wrul::."r SRNE
ut It 1 had your tolent » ® e

“‘Well, what wonld e
arked Cralg, amune:l.:ou i

I bad your talent and w
| rich man, I' Ko about the muntr;':na
ve hcoururuu. turning the proceeds over
.} uhr_urltgbln orgnuizations, No man
: 0 bus your Rt has any right 1o bhide
/) It Gendug {sn't private property; it is
/( something wo must sharo with cvery-
Yo anywhere, Why don't you go
v ‘l}llr‘::tr‘l.pllw l;nlllll"l' hoxpitals and give
oor buys musie?
plnnuuln it wn::lfl li:'::cynu'!l'l’]mk ot
Mg rose from the stool, a wit
) : serious expresmion put ont h?;l buinld‘
o loward his young rival, “Thaok you,
» Collingswoud, for p fine iden, I'm
amed to suy that I neyer thought my

Busle might be of y
were In the "mr?.,“ to auy one, You

¢ *'On this side,"”

nd you I(IIDW wl
.l-'.’?" etk “”lg_ro somne of thess
F L1

{;’iﬁ; eustly kecuro g list,'

yYou take lunch with me to-
Prow at the club, wo we can talk it

[ty Any one will show you the way.

4, going to b very Erateful, 1t will
lu;lyh'i'ni“ something [ need rathor

dl [ x

| shall be happy to have 1 t
:I?l'clr suld  Bancroft, dui‘n:ﬂg:gh;::nt-l

Baid Craig 1o Naney: *'T gh
: all tels.
hh?%??t}ﬂrremiuo. And don't be afrald
_ t's very eany t g
h”.l X ry ¥ to may,"" replied
| -;.-%::-:r evershing, 74 ot Bim, of
o4 mustn't, What h
’hﬁ“: 109 have p lnr}tl?ulil :‘?Olr":':
. un‘i’nos:“ {‘nrpla Moth'; you
* f, "
wondee Ty R, Ceebrty.
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WHU'S WHO STOR bade them m-nl;ht dt thelr doors and

o bt 1y enahtly ajar. 11

8 ajar, Ile remem-
bered durlh# having locked it before
going out. He flung it wide, reached in
A hand, and turned the light button,
e made two important iscoveries,
First, that the contract with the Great
dventure Company was no longer in
the bureau drawer; second, that his
trunk lock had been broken and that
the prospectus, the photograph of Dell-
man and the synopsia of his adven-
:ur:::hld vanished along with the con-
ra

First blood, Bancroft admitted ;rlml‘;
Btewart—for the purloiner could
none other—~taking advantage of his
rellular absences at night, had struck
with unexpected swiftness and from an
unsuspected .un.’le. almost an If he had
been assured of hin, Bancroft's inten-
tion to depomit the documents in the
bank on the morrow and had antlci-
E;tcd the possibility of such a move.

here he was, without a line to prove
that be had entered into any agreement
with the Great Adventure mpany,
with nothing to prove that such a con-
cern even existed.

Btewart must not find the copy of
that afdavit in which he, Hancroft,
had sworn that if he signed any docu-
ment it would be through physical or
moral coercion, and yet he must keep
it about his person, handily. At length
he found an excellent hiding place be-
tween the ribbon and the felt of his hat,
He had a feeling that this dorument
wns the only trump he held. IHow he
?'nl'urd come to the use of it lay in the
uture.

Buaneroft went to bed and fell into a
series of troubled dreams. Whenever
his father's face Intruded there wns
enlm; whenever Btewart's, stress and
storm, with Nancy's face and Jenny's
amd Craig's oddly ecutting in,

_Promptly at 2 o'clock that afternoon
Nancy appearsd before the door to Sor-
rentino’s npartment. Bhe did not press
the bell at once, but stared with fron-
leal speculation at the dark pancls, as
if she expected that there would ap-
pear, summoned by the sheer force of
her will, some handwriting touching
upon the immediate future.

Ot what breed was she—a thorough-
bred or a whiner? If there was n blow
in there, would she come forth stand-
ing_or crushed?

« door opened. Bhe did not remem-
ber having touched the bell,

“I am Miss Bowman,' she managed
to may. ‘I have an appointment.'’

The Itallan monservant bowed and

gestured for her to enter, He led her

toward the music room, and Sorren-
tino himself met bLer warmly at the
threshold. ;

“*Ah! A young lady whe is prompt!"*
he sald. He spoke English ﬁuuntlf.
His roving professional glance took in
the slender but rounded ¥, the rud-
dy hair, and the golden skin. the splens
did hazel eyes; o |;'cumg Violetta, That
she could act vivaciously, that she
wiw Ilw.-l{ and bewitching, he already
knew. What lLe particularly admired
wns the lack of theatrieal ussurance,
Bhe wus not flustered, but she was
evidently anxiouns, *Where is your
musie—the compositions you wish to
sing to me?"’

“I mw going to leave that te you,
signor,'"  she answered In  excellent
Italian,

“*Nignorina, you please me,'' he sali
in his Matlve tongue. ““Come into the
plano,’

The top of the piano was littered with
the scores of all the fnmous operus, ani
out of this medley Rorrentino selected
two songs which he was tolerably cer-
taln she would know—from *‘Martha''
and “Linda di Chamouni.'” 1le tried
her In comedy and tragedy ; ho gave her
volee every poselble opportunity; what
is more he gave hor a full hour,

SE'finlto " he eried nt lost, dismiss-
ing the necompanist, My friend, the
Signor Craig—who should he n famous
pinnist—told me thut you would want
the truth, slgnorina, you ¥

Not a Grand Opera Volee
“Yes, If wy endeavors are hein
\u“-lul I ought to be made aware o

"“Your volce 1s wonderful for the

work to which you now nrplr it, It
I clear, trie and sweet, ou are n
born comedienne, signorina, just as a
granud opera ainger is born,” All the
study and application in the world will
not mwake of yon whnt you are not,
First of nll, enduranee, an fron will
and an fron body, In n little thine yon

will be rich and fumons, Muke them

give you light opera with real music,”

*“The truth, slgnor!"* she Interrupt-

ed, not understanding whither these
compliments were lending,

But Sorrentino continued serenely.

“T am rlvlng you the benefit of my
obrervat

on and experience, wignorina,

I repeat, In light opern you will be-
come irresistible, You ure now the lark
In the mendows, wholly free. Why"
meek to become the mightingnle and live
cternally in a cage, in fear of drafts
the rain, the snow, the temperature oi
rooms, the plensant little vicea of the
table? 'To study alwayms, to be sygh-
jected to implacable jealousies! h,
believe one who knows, the diva is
never so happy aod carefres ns the
soubrette."

‘“T'ell me what I lack, algnor.”
“Your volce is beautiful, but weank,

There are many beautiful voiees, but
only n few thronts which cap meet
the tremendous ecalls made upon them,
The grand opera thront Is peculiarly
a gift from heaven; it eonnot be fash-
foned by study, You might go a little
wny, In minor parte, but In the end
yoeur courage would ebb and your heart
break., How many women are cone
spieuously great in grand opera? You
can count them on the fingers of one
hand, Five out of an armf of hall
a million! It is ensy to lie, it

eult to tell the truth; but T am what
I am because I have alwnys told the
truth, 1iad I not scen you last night
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The young Iady ncross the way
Bays the cost of lving is still so
bigh in this country that it's hard
to see how we're going to pay the
forelgn debt, which she underrtands
amounts to about §11,000,000,000, ,

AUNT LPPIEL WALKED RIGAT OVER THS
ToP of THE S:icRET UNOERGROUND
PASSAGE~WAY LEADING ‘To TH=
@ iTThE ScoRPionNs’ ChuB HOUSE AND

‘| IT DID RoT CAvVE I!!

PETEY—A Piece of ("raclgcd Ice Is Offered to

By Fontaine Fox
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- | GUESS | CAN
MAKE \T A'RIGHT-

T would have told you the truth after
the first song, porhars roughly, Tlut
you made me laugh

owed yon something for that, But

nst night, and 1

ou!'' He loanghed pleasantly, **Ah!
o sing a8 yon do, and to make your

audience laugh! What more do yon
wish?"' Then, gravely: “*Who set you
upon this path?  You interest me,"

*“My adopted father.’

“Ha wns n musician?""’

“Yen, a voeal teacher.'

“What other teachers?'’

Bhe named them,

“Good," he sald. "*You have heen

well instructed in the cultivation of
your voice, but you have been mis-
directed ams to its poselbilities.'*

".}'ll wmy study, all wy self-denial

‘‘No, no,"” he interrupted, intuitively

taking the word out of her mouth:

“‘never wasted, No atud,\hls u'ﬁwd:
uw old are

*‘Twenty.""
“Only twenty, and fame and fortane

within your reach! B8ignorina, you do
not realize how lucky you are. If, in

your particular environment, you ean

make a crabbed old man llke me laugh,
you will make me ww-r it 1 fall to
convince you of the folly

of dmrtlna
the abusolute for a vague possibility.
Budidenly a vast Indifference fell upon

Nuney, *'I thank you, lllmwil for your
kindness and runi‘muanu.'
k her
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GASOLINE ALLEY—Ifs Up to You, Walt

.fHow ABOUT IT, WALT ?
| HAVEN'T HEARD ANYTHING
ABOUT You COMING BACK

AT BLOSSOM FOR THAT
COZN DINNER SHE

< W‘SURE P ITS UP To
How's Twat? | WALT TO SHOW HER

4l A GoCOD TimE -
‘ DINNER AND THEATER,

\_ FOR INSTANCE
o —
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